NINO’S  BRAIN  SCAPE ! 


“Diana  Jaoklighter”  was  an  ass- 
kicker  of  a  debut!  It’s  always  a 
pleasure  to  feast  my  eyes  on  Esteban 
Maroto’s  artwork,  but  his  stories  are 


lightened  things  ur, - - - 

thoroughly  gross  me  out  J vaginal 


_ 3r  Spade”  my  eyeballs 

were  wrapped  twice  around  the  back 
of  my  head  and  my  vision  was  reeling 

from  all  the  serpentine  Nino  render¬ 
ings  and  the  Niagara  c 


utpourings 
pen  of  Will 


many  of  his  characters:  he’s  slum 
overhis  drawing  board,  eyeballs  ] 
ping,  tongue  lolling,  driven  by  r 

DRAW... until  he  collapse 
dering  heap  on  the  floor! 

Publishing  to  drive  Nino  s 
work  is  exhausting  for  u 
NEIL. 


WE’RE  NOT  ALL 
PERVERTS! 

1994  really  put  it  to  President 
Reagan  and  the  whole  screwed-up 
system  with  ‘^SpearchuckerSpade  ’ * 


ith  typical  1€ 
geration,  grotesquerie  ai 


explicating 

that  the  story  was  going  one  way 
while  Nino  renderings  were  going  in 
another.  But  it  was  a  worthwhile  ven- 
ture.foranthat.GEoRGEorBRiAN 


>f  1994* 

Vtffrst  1994  showed  slot  of  class, 
that  much  I  win  admit.  But  it’s  gone 
downhill  steadily  Bince  its  first  issue. 


_ since  its 

ited  to  have  my  in* 

S^nshows  like 


telligence  insulted,  I’ 


r  “Flamingo  Road.”  E 


magazines  normally  feature  (such  as 
Vampirella  and  Pantha).  No,  sir!  Give 
me  a  chunky  little  chubette  like  Little 
Beaver  every  time!  Illustrator  Vic 
Catan  and  myself  are  of  one  mind, 
assuming  that  he  too  prefers  Little 
Beaver  to  the  withered  croneGrand- 

beautifully  drawn  too,  Vic,  but  more 
of  her  ilk  Warren  doesn’t  need.  ^  r 
Pittsburg,  Penn. 
SEND  COMMENTS  TO:  1994, 


PLANET  EARTH, 
WE’RE  SORRY! 

The  story  "Spearchucker  Spade,”  in 
1994  #20  was  tasteless  in  almost 

and  completely  insulting  to  Presi¬ 
dent  Reagan  and  his  family.  Warren 

NAME  AND  ADRESS 
WITHHELD 

WARREN  PUBLISHING,  146  E 


violated  and  exposing  herself  again 
and  again,  not  to  mention  having  to 
decipher  her  illiterate  vocabulary!  It 

Publishing's  ramrod  readers  can  en- 
ioy  reading  that  trash! 

THE  ROOK  by  "  - 


3an  be  read  without  having  to 

woiSdSket  '  - 

more  pulse-pounding  s 
1994.  Remember,  Mr. 
we’re  not  all  perverW^  L . 

Paterson,  NJ. 

32nd  Street,  N.Y..N.Y.  10016 


f  3INCE  YOU  SPECIALIZE^. 
f  IN  DELUSIONARILY  ACTIVE  1 
HYPOMANIC  INCURABLES,  WE 
THOUGHT  YOU  COULD  BE  OF 
ASSISTANCE  WITH  A  CERTAIN 
ANNOYINGLY  PERSISTENT 

\OEPRESSIVE  IN  OUR  CAREiy 


A  LITTLE  " 
FRISKY  AT 


IF  I  CAN  CURE  YOUR 
HYPOMANIC  PSYCHOTIC, 
DOCTOR!  BUT  WITH  MY 
SCHIZO-DELUSIONARY 


WE  ARE  SO 
GLAD  YOU  COULD  FIT 
US  INTO  YOUR  HECTIC 
^  SCHEDULE! 


YOU'RE  READy 
BMM,  WE'LL 


5 

G  V  ~;/UKEYOUTOMEE^\j 

fT  /  DR.  PAVLOV!  HE'S  T5 

Ci  V4  GOING  TO  HELP  YOU!  L 

^  A_T  -A-A  YOU  MUST  REMEMBER  h 

NOT  TO  ABUSE  A 

(a 

0 

f  JT 

GLAD TO^^BT  kVHfw/ 

.  f  MEET  YOU .  MR.  Tk  WHAT  A  /} 

FKK!  NICE,  ER...  ^  STEWCH/  .  W4 

U  fish  bowl  you  A  ™*r|  Jf  l  JVM  'Og  fan 

^HAVE  THERE!^A>  N0T"? 

HOSPITAL  URINALS  ~ 

ARE  ON  THE  FLOOR  ABOVE!  » 

W  WE  TRY  TO  KEEP  HIS  TANK  FRESH!  \T  ^ 

X  IT  DUPLICATES  HIS  NATIVE 

UROLAGNIAN  ATMOSPHERE! 

AN  UTTER  ORGY  OF  LECHERING  SODOMIAN  BONEMEN,  HELL¬ 
RAISING  HERPIAN  PHALLIWORMS,  FIVE-FINGERED  SYPHILIAN 
PROTOPLATS  AND  HORNY  TROLLOPIAN  EGO-SUCKERS 
OSCILLATED,  VIBRATED  AND  SHIMMIED  INCESSANTLY, 
TOTALLY  OBLIVIOUS  TO  MY  BLATANT,  VOYEURISTIC 
INTRUSION! 


UTTERLY  AMAZED,  I  COULD  DETECT  NO  INDICATION  OF 
MADNESS  HERE!  IT  LOOKED  LIKE  A  PERFECTLY  NORMAL  VIEY, 
OF  A  TYPICALLY  AVERAGE  INTER-CELESTIAL  LOONEY  BIN! 


I  RIPPED  ACROSS  THE  PINNEAL  GLAND, 
PRODDING  EVER  DEEPER  IN  MV  QUEST 
FOR  THE  ELUSIVE  CAUSE  FOR  BMM’S 


OBVIOUSLY,  THE  RAPIDLY  REPRODUCING 
GIANT  INSECTS  PLAYED  SOME  IMPORTANT 
ROLE  WITHIN  THE  UROLAGNIAN’S 
SUBCONSCIOUS I  AS  FOR  WHAT  THAT  ROLE 
COULD  BE,  I  COULDN'T  EVEN  SPECULATE! 
THEY  APPEARED  NORMAL  IN  EVERY  SENSE 
OF  THE  WORD,  AND  I  COULD  ONLY 
CONCLUDE,  AS  I  HITCHED  A  RIDE  UPON 
THEIR  MORE  THAN  WILLING  BODIES,  THAT 
THEY  WERE  NOT,  EITHER,  THE  CAUSE  OF 
THE  INSANITY  FOR  WHICH  I  WAS 


DISAPPOINTED!  FOR.  AS  FAR  AS  I 
COULD  SEE,  LAY  A  TITILLATINGLY 
BUSTITIOUS  PANORAMA  OF 
IMPOSING  FEMININE  DELIGHTS... 


HOWLED,  AS  I  ENVISIONED 
MYSELF  LOUNGING  ON  THE 
FULL.  ROUND  HILLS, 
EXPLORING  THE  DARK.  BUSHY 
CREVICES,  FALLING  INTO 
FORBIDDEN  AROMATIC 
CAVERNS  THAT  I  COULD 
NEVER  KNOW  IN  THE 
HEINOUSLY  UNIMAGINATIVE 
REALM  OF  THE  SANEI 


^  THERE'S  NO 
HOPE  WHATSOEVER 
OF  SALVAGING  YOUR 
UROLAGNIAN'S 
SANITY! 


SCHIZO-HELMET  AND  ~ 
HIS  EROTIC  BRAINSCAPE, 
PEOPLE  WILL  FLOCK  TO 
SEE  HIM  FROM  EVERY 
^  PART  OF  THE 


BUT  HIS  KIND  ^ 
OF  CRAZY,  PEOPLE 
WOULD  KILL  FOR! 


f  THOUGH!  WE’LL  SOON  > 
HAVE  BMM  BACK  IN  THE 
REAL  WORLD... AS  A  VIABLE, 
V  CONTRIBUTING  MEMBER  / 
NT  OF  SOCIETY!  ^6-, 


WARREN  MAGAZINES 

A  NEW  AGE  OF  ILLUSTRATED  EPIC 
ADVENTURE  IS  READY  FOR  DELIVERY  NOW! 


CREEPY  #133:  The  premiere  magazine 
never  toJrtMnto epm  wjff^imSge 
unloved  beast  In  the  cellar  “Junior!" 


FRAZETTA 

AND 

VALLEJO! 

1982  CALENDARS* 


TWO  OF  THE  CARNIVOROUS  DEVIL-BEASTS 
SPRANG  AT  HIM  AT  ONCE t  WITH  ONE  DEFT 
MOVEMENT,  DIRK’S  RAZOR  BAYONETTE 
SLASHED  THEM  MID-CENTER. . .THEIR 
GREASY  GREEN  ENTRAILS  SPILLING 
ONTO  THE  ETHEREAL  PAVEMENT  OF  HIS 


'  THE  UQLEECH  1 
WARS,  BOY!  YOU 
OUGHT  TO  LISTEN 
,  TOME...SHOW  I 
i  A  LITTLE  i 


'FULL'A  WHIZZI  YOU’RE 
JUST  TRYING  TO  SCARE 
US  WITH  YOUR  OLD  WAR 
STORIESI  WELL,  /AIN’T 
k  NO  K/O...AND/ DON’T  i 
^  SCARE  EASY!  ^ 


^WEGOTTA^ 
GET  THE  FUCK 
. OUTTA  HERE!. 


TO  RND  OUT  FOR 
MYSELF!  IF  YOU  GUYS 


/THINK  HE’S 
FULL  OF 


r  ITS  NOT  SO  > 
BAD!  BUT... IT 
DOES  GET. ..VERY 
LONELY! 


\wvniiii 


2  Terrify ina  New  Paperbacks! 


Invasion  of  the 
Body  Snatchers! 


FLASH  GORDON 

IS  OUT  OF  THIS  WORLD! 


ROUGHLY, 


I  THROUGH ' 


MOUTH ( 
CAVE,  Tl 


\  NEARBY 
I  PUSHED 


/ NO!  PLEASE!  \ 
LAY  DOWN  YOUR  N 
WEAPONS...BOTH 
OF  YOU!  THERE’S 


r  THESE  RED  MEN  MEAN  ^ 
NO  HARM!  THEY  ONLY  CRAVE 
COMPANIONSHIP!  ^ 


/LOOK!  EVEN  THOUGH^] 
'  YOU’VE  SLAIN  HIS  PEOPLE,  1 
THE  RED  GIANTS  HESITATE! 
THEY  DON’T  WANT  TO  FIGHT  i 
L  YOU!  KILUNG  IS  REPULSIVE  A 
^^_TO  THEM! 


GET  OUT  OF 


/  KNOW  WHAT  V%( 
f  THE  HELL  YOU'RE  VV 
TALKING  ABOUT,  KID  teA 
...BUT  YOUR  LITTLE  < 
l  SLEIGHT-OF  / . 
\  HAND  CHANGES  / 
NOTHINGI  y 


STOP  ITI  OR 
I'LL  LET  YOU  DESTROY 
ONE  ANOTHER!  CANT 
.YOU  SEE  HOW  SENSELESS  . 

THIS  IS?  ^ 


CANT  YOU  \ 
f  PUT  YOUR  PETTY  ^ 
DIFFERENCES  ASIDE... 
TRY  TO  UNDERSTAND 
L  AND  LOVE  ONE  A 
ANOTHER?^^ 


'YOU  HAVEN'T  SEEN 
THEM  !N  ACTION  THE 
S’VVAY  I  HAVE! _ 


"I'M  A  PALEONTOLOGIST,  KID!  I  WAS 
AT  A  DIG  NOT  FAR  FROM  HERE.. .IN 
THE  OLDUVAI  GORGE... WHEN  I  FIRST 
SAW  THESE  LECHEROUS  RED 
HEATHENS!  TWO  OF  THEM  HAD 
ABDUCTED  SEVERAL  WOMEN  FROM  A 
NEARBY  TRIBE,  AND  WERE  DRAGGING 
THEM  TO  THIS  LOST  WORLD  OF 
THEIRS!  I  FOLLOWED!” 


FULL  COLOR  PORTFOLIOS! 

NEAL  ADAMS,  A  MASTER  OF  CONTEMPORARY  FANTASTIC  ART!  NOW  HIS  WORK 
CAN  BE  YOURS  TO  DISPLAY!  ORDER  BOTH  SETS  FOR  A  COMPLETE  COLLECTION! 


BACK  ISSUES!  BACK  ISSUES! 

1984/1994 


BACK 

A  HOT-WIRE 
JOLT  TO  YOUR 
IMAGINATION! 


9M 

I, 


\ CAPTAIN  COMPANY  r'UShIdR DER- FORM T 
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